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AN   ELEGY   WRITTEN    IN  RICHMOND. 


I 

Low  in  the  eastern  sky  the  breaking  light 
Pales  in  the  vault  of  heaven  the  morning  star, 
Presaging  me  the  dying  hour  of  night, 
And  that  the  twilight  gray  is  not  afar; 

II 

For  night  is  slowly  changing  into  morn, 
And  through  the  gloom  the  forms  of  ships  appear. 
Across  the  Arm  below,  the  bugle  horn 
Reveille's  call  brings  to  my  listening  ear. 


No  other  sound  is  on  the  morning  air 
To  echo  back  from  hills  and  dales  around; 
No  home  has  man;  no  beast  has  here  his  lair, 
And  desolation  seems  to  own  the  ground; 

IV 

Save  me  who  sit  beneath  an  aged  elm 
Which  some  one's  home  at  Richmond  once  did 
grace, 

Ere  fell  misfortune  did  it  overwhelm 

And  left  this  tree  alone  to  mark  the  place. 

V 

Yet  here  I  am  beneath  this  hoary  tree 
And  ruminate  upon  the  recent  past — 
If  such  events  again  should  hap  to  be — 
The  ruins  round  their  gloomy  bodings  cast. 


VI 


But  still  I  sit  amidst  these  scenes  of  death 
Which  call  to  mind  that  dire  December  day, 
When  Fate  unkindly  blew  his  blighting  breath, 
Reducing  homes  to  dust,  and  men,  to  clay. 

VII 

And  question  thus:  "Was  there  no  law  amiss? 

Had  no  officials  power  to  prevent 

A  devastation,  dark  and  drear,  as  this? 

Was  Richmond's  loss  naught  but  an  accident?" 

VIII 

And  in  my  breast  a  rising  hate  I  feel 
For  man-made  Laws  which  all  protect  the  High 
And  leave  the  Low  their  grievous  wounds  to  heal 
And  bear  their  load  of  sorrow  till  they  die. 

IX 

A  sense  of  sadness  passes  through  my  soul, 
An  earthly  grief  akin  to  human-kind, 
But  ere  this  sorrow  sad  doth  reach  its  goal 
Celestial  musings  fill  my  troubled  mind. 

X 

The  hatred  lately  felt  within  my  breast 
And  which  I  vainly  thought  naught  could  allay 
Until  my  spirit  passed  to  its  last  rest; 
I  surely  find  is  speeding  fast  away. 

XI 

Some  Spirit  sweet  seems  near  me  to  abide 
Who  doth  from  me  remove  all  earthly  dread, 
And  in  most  soothing  ways  my  senses  chide 
That  I  hold  counsel  with  the  living  dead 


XII 


I  look©4»around  to  see  whose  is  the  voice 
Whose  cadence  falls  so  sweetly  on  my  ear 
As  thus  to  make  my  hating  heart  rejoice, 
But  vain  my  quest,  no  living  soul  is  near. 

XIII 

A  spirit  voice,  I  know,  it  needs  must  be 
That  sounds  upon  the  air  with  silvr'y  tone, 
And  yet,  withal,  no  fears  arise  in  me, 
Though  midst  the  ruins  here  I  am  alone. 

XIV 

The  voice  now  cautions  me  to  listen  well, 
And  in  harmonious  tones  with  lightning  speed 
This  story  he  narrates  for  me  to  tell, 
And  thus  I  write  it  down  that  all  may  read. 

XV 

That  fatal  morn,  when  Richmond  felt  secure, 
With  many  more  I  ran  to  yonder  hill 
To  watch  the  burning  ship,  all  feeling  sure 
That  nothing  round  could  do  us  harm  or  ill. 

XVI 

"And  why  should  aught  around  fill  us  with  fears? 
Did  we  not  know:  'The  flag  that  braved  the 
breeze 

On  land  and  sea'  for  full  one  thousand  years, 
Flew  o'er  our  city  still  and  o'er  our  seas? 

XVII 

"The  scene  was  bright  and  beautiful  and  grand, 
With  florid  streamers  shooting  far  on  high, 
And  none  who  viewed  the  scene  from  sea  or  land 
Were  cognizant  they  were  so  soon  to  die. 


XVIII 


"Whose  was  the  fault  is  not  for  me  to  tell. — 
The  Judge  of  All  shall  surely  justice  mete 
To  those  who  prematurely  rang  our  knell 
When  they  are  come  to  His  just  judgment  seat 

XIX 

"You  wonder  why  I  wander  'neath  the  vault 
Of  heaven  here  and  fain  would  ask — 
'Tis  but  to  beg  forgiveness  of  a  fault 
And  do  again  another  ill-done  task. 

XX 

"Though  young  in  life,  in  wisdom  now  I'm  old, 
For  I've  passed  through  the  chast'ning  purge  of 
fire; 

My  harp,  though  silver  now,  will  soon  be  gold, 
When  time|has  passed  and  I  have  mounted  higher 

XXI 

"Along  the  path  with  slow  increasing  pace 
Into  the  realms  of  peace  where  all  is  light; 
'Till  I  have  reached  my  time  alotted  seat, 
There  to  enjoy  the  beatific  sight 

XXII 

"Of  God  for  aye  and  His  hosannas  sing, 
Amidst  the  'saints  of  His  twice  chosen  few, 
Before  the  treble  throne  of  God,  our  King, 
The  vision  of  Whose  glory's  ever  new. 

XXIII 

"The  path  is  long,  yet  shorter  may  be  made 
By  alms  and  prayers  and  other  deeds  of  worth; 
The  happy  day  may  too  long  be  delayed 
By  thoughtless  unforgiving  hearts  on  earth. 


XXIV 


"Then  do  good  deeds  while  in  the  flesh,  my  friend 
And  trespassers  forgive,  lest  you  forget 
Such  charity,  till  you  have  reached  the  end 
Of  life  with  some  one  unf  or  given  yet. 

XXV 

"Take  heed  that  you  will  e'er  remember  this, 
Lest  you,  as  others  did  so  oft  before, 
May  cross  that  cold  and  ever  dark  abyss 
Which  separates  earth  from  the  spirit  shore 

XXVI 

"Which  lieth  far  beyond  the  farthest  sun, 
And  trembling  stand  before  high  Heaven's  court 
With  unforgiven  fault  and  task  undone; 
No  camouflage  to  which  you  can  resort. 

XXVII 

"Be  ye  a  man  of  lore,  unlearned  or  youth, 
Will  there,  as  on  earth,  avail  you  naught; 
Nor  will  forensic  speech  conceal  the  truth 
In  your  account  of  deed  and  word  and  thought. 

XXVIII 

"In  stilly  night  I've  often  wandered  here 
Far  from  those  realms  beyond  the  starry  sky, 
O'er  that  long  way,  so  lonely,  dark  and  drear, 
But  now  the  hour  of  bliss  for  me  draws  nigh. 

XXIX 

"For  soon  the  pearly  gates,  which  now  bar  me, 
Through  which  the  sainted  souls  have  ever  trod 
Will  open  wide  and  I  shall  ever  see 
The  pristine  glory  of  the  throne  of  God." 


DECEMBER  SIXTH,  1917. 


I 

It  was  a  clear  and  cool  December  dawn, 
And  bright  the  Sun  in  all  his  glory  rose 
And  shed  his  radiant  rays  in  plenty  on 
The  lovely  arm  which  by  our  city  flows, 
And  on  the  hills  and  dales  and  distant  trees 
By  Nature  robed  in  early  winter  mien: 
All  Labour  was  awake;  the  docks  and  quays 
Were  all  astir  and  formed  a  busy  scene; 
The  flag  flung  to  the  breeze  o'er  Citadel 
Gave  heart  to  all:  last  night  the  sentry  cried, 
As  o'er  his  beat  he  trod,  that  all  was  well, 
And  old  and  young  thought  but  of  Christmas- 
tide. 

"Lord  God  of  Hosts,"  what  is  that  awful  roar 
Upon  all  ears  rolls  from  the  Richmond  shore? 

II 

I'll  ever  hear  that  death-portending  sound 
And  see  the  dead  as  side  by  side  they  lie,, 
And  see  the  desolation  wrought  around 
And  hear  the  dying's  dissolution  cry; 
And  see  the  houses  bursting  into  flame 
And  those  within  consumed  in  tongues  of  fire, 
And  that  long  line  of  young,  and  old,  and  lame 
Move  slowly  on  when  ordered  to  retire 
From  their  wrecked  homes  to  seek  some  safe 
retreat 

With  falt'ring  step  and  slow  and  wearied  gait; 
And  see  the  motor  cars  whirl  down  the  street 
Full  laden  with  their  bloody,  human  freight: 
For  not,  till  in  my  breast  the  spirit  dies 
Will  these  sad  scenes  vanish  from  my  eyes. 


Ill 


And  ever  see  the  op'ning  hour  of  school, 
And  hear  the  bell  sound  on  the  morning  air, 
And  see  each  little  one  with  reticule 
And   well-trained   poise   and   step  assembling 
there, 

And  see  each  pale-faced  teacher  in  her  place 
And  all  the  children  there  on  bended  knees, 
With  innocence  imprinted  on  each  face, 
And  hear  their  prayer  borne  on  the  morning 
breeze, 

And  hear  the  glass  and  falling  timbers  crash, 
And  see  the  children  through  the  windows  leap 
With  blood  fast  flowing  from  each  gaping  gash 
Upon  their  heads  and  faces,  long  and  deep: 
And  fain  am  I  to  fall  into  despair 
That  scenes  so  sad  should  follow  children's 
prayer. 

IV 

And  ever  see  the  blinded  lying  low 

At  Bellevue,  Camp  Hill,  and  College  Hall; 

And  ever  see  the  corpses,  row  on  row, 

Their  mangled  faces  covered  with  a  pall: 

And  curses  such  as  tongue  could  never  speak 

Rise  in  my  heart  and  flutter  through  my  mind 

Upon  the  man  who  did  such  ruin  wreak 

And  leave  such  grief  and  misery  behind; 

But  then  a  change  comes  o'er  my  angry  thought 

And  I  can  see  outlined  upon  the  Cross 

The  Man  of  Sorrows,  and,  I  think  of  what 

He  did  that  Death  be  not  our  loss ; 

And  bowing  down  I  cry  on  bended  knee 

My  Lord,  my  God,  I  yet  have  faith  in  Thee. 


THE  COTTAGE  SCHOOL. 


I 

Summer  time  was  in  the  waning, 

Vesper  Sun  was  wending  low, 
And  reminiscences  brought  me 

Back  to  school  days  long  ago; 
There  the  school-house  stood  before  me, 

And  I  was  on  hallowed  ground, 
Where   each   old  association 

Inspiration  breathed  around. 

II 

Full  in  view  the  school  was  standing 

Near  the  road  and  yet  aloof, 
Four  square  walls  in  ochre  painted, 

Topped  off  with  a  cottage  roof. 
In  the  distance  old  Atlantic 

Glistened  as  in  days  of  yore, 
While  upon  his  glimmering  bosom, 

White   caps  rolled  towards  the  shore. 

Ill 

On  the  diamond  boys  were  playing 

Base-ball,  with  eclat  and  shout; 
Saw  the  batter  three  times  fanning, 

Heard  the  umpire's   "Batter's  out." 
Saw  some  other  hit  a  grounder, 

Speed  away  like  winged  bird; 
Heard  the  rooters  merry  shouting, 

As  he  landed  safe  on  third. 


IV 


Heard  the  maidens'  merry  laughter, 

As  theVplayed  upon  the  green, 
And  the  "rhythm  of  their  footfalls, 

Skipping  o'er  the  hard  terrene, 
Saw  the  little  boys  and  maidens 

Drinking  at  the  nearby  well; 
And  upon  the  air  vibrating 

Heard  again  the  master's  bell. 

V 

Plainly  heard  the  foot-steps  sounding 

On  the  floor  with  measured  beats, 
While  the  boys  and  girls  were  riling 

Through  the  aisles  towards  their  seats. 
Saw  the  whole  class  sitting  upright, 

In  position,  one  and  all; 
Heard  distinctly  "Here"  and  "Absent," 

Answered  to  the  master's  call. 

VI 

I  could  see  the  master's  visage, 

With  its  look  of  learned  lore, 
While  Sol's  summer  shadows  lengthened 

Slowly  o'er  the  school  house  floor; 
O'er  his  head  there  hung  a  motto 

With  the  words,  "God  Bless  Our  School;" 
Standing  in  the  left-hand  corner 

Was  the  oft-used  Dunces'  Stool. 

VII 

Heard  him  from  the  Holy  Bible 

Read  from  some  New  Testament, 
And  to  each  and  every  passage, 

Young  and  old,  attention  lent. 
Heard  once  more  the  school  repeating 

Earnestly  the  Saviour's  prayer, 
While  around  a  holy  stillness 

Floated  on  the  ev'ning  air. 


VIII 


Saw  the  school  take  first  position 

At  the  sound  of  warning  gong, 
Heard  the  master's  voice  intoning 

Some  old  school  or  college  song; 
Saw  all  in  position  standing 

With  demeanour  calm  and  still; 
Saw  them  going  through  the  movements 

Of  the  military  drill. 

IX. 

On  the  walls  the  maps  Were  hanging, 

Colored  in  blue,  red  and  gold, 
Ornamented  with  the  pictures 

Of  the  noted  men  of  old. 
Moral  maxims,  plainly  written 

On  the  board  in  bold  relief, 
"Order  Is  First  Law  of  Heaven," 

With  some  others,  terse  and  brief. 

X 

Summaries  of  all  the  home-work 

By  to-morrow  to  be  learned; 
Saw,  too,  some  make  interchanges 

When  the  master's  back  was  turned. 
On  their  slates  the  younger  pupils 

Strove  to  make  their  cranes  and  hooks, 
While  the  older  ones  were  busy 

Writing  in  their  copy  books. 

XI 

Heard  them  spell  and  give  the  meaning, 

And  pronounce  in  unison; 
Heard  them  too,  in  concert  reading, 

Reading  also,  one  by  one. 
Saw  them,  on  the  black-board,  parsing 

With  and  without  formal  line; 
Use  of,  "a"  and  "an"  explaining 

"These"  and  "those"  and  "thy"  and  "thine" 


XII 


Heard  them  drill  at  combinations, 

Learn  to  multiply  and  add, 
Now  subtracting,  now  dividing, — 

Doing  as  the  master  bade; 
Saw  them  on  the  map  locating 

Chief  est  places  of  the  earth; 
Heard  them  give  events  in  History, 

Fore  and  since  our  Saviour's  birth. 

XIII 

Heard  them,  too,  at  Nature  lessons, 

Saw  the  cards  within  their  hands, 
With  the  Flora  and  the  Fauna 

Of  our  own  and  other  lands; 
Heard  the  master  talk  on  Civics, 

And  our  duties  to  the  State, 
And  on  Etiquette  and  Hygiene, 

Heard  him,  too,  at  length  dilate. 

XIV 

Not  an  incident  was  missing 

Of  those  school  days  long  since  fled, 
Though  so  many  of  its  members 

Now,  were  numbered  with  the  dead. 
And,  too  swiftly  passed  the  vision 

Retrospective  of  the  past, 
And  upon  my  soul  its  setting 

Fleeting  specks  of  sadness  cast. 


PEACE. 
November  11,  1918. 


I 

Christ  has  sent  His  Dove  of  Peace, 
To  old  earth  on  airy  wing, 

Bidding  War  his  horrors  cease: 
Let  us  all  hosannas  sing. 

II 

Come,  all  nations  of  the  earth, 
Victors  in  the  cause  of  Right, 

Sing  Democracy's  new  birth: 
Light  has  triumphed  over  Night. 

Ill 

Ne'er  again  will  Tyranny 

Over  men  and  nations  reign; 

It  and  fell  Autocracy 

Henceforth  are  forever  slain. 

IV 

Never  more  will  Power's  dread 
Terrify  the  hearts  of  men; 

Kaizerism  now  has  fled: 
Freedom  is  reborn  again. 

V 

Hence  the  nations,  small  and  great,  ' 
Will  forever  sheathe  the  sword, 

Guiding  each  her  Ship  of  State, 
By  the  wisdom  of  the  Word. 


